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way robbery. I'm going 1o hght it

He made several trips to the State
House in Boston and gave us a blow-
by-blow description of what went on
%in there.

“I'm dealing with a bunch of fools
and dummies, not only in Boston but
out here too. They told me that I was
the only one who has complained,
and that if they gave me more money
for my land, they'd have to give more
to everyone.”

One day he came back from Boston
unusually sad and weary. “I've made
a settlement. They won't pay me a

to move the road 100 yards nearer
to the woods and not to split my hen-
house in half. I told them it would be
a hardship to have my farm split in
half, so they're going to build me a
cow-pass.”

cent more, but I got them to agree

“A what?"' we all chorused.

“They're going to build a tunnel
under the road.”

“Did you tell them you have only
one cow?"’

“They didn’t ask me how many
cows I had.”

“But it's going to cost a lot of
money to build a tunnel, just for one
cow. It doesn’t make any sense. Why
won't they pay you the money it's

going to cost for the cow-pass? Would -

ou settle for/that?” my mother asked.

“Of course 1 would, but they won't
do that.”

For weeks bulldozers and all sorts
of heavy machinery made hideous
noises and raised clouds of dust.
Every morning my father woke up
fuming. When the men came to the
kitchen door and asked for water, he
wouldn’t speak to them." My mother
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" gave' them water, and sometimes
homemade roo¢ beer. My faiher
_often mumbled, “J¢g getting more
_._ru Russia al] the time, when the
State can come and take away a
man’s land,”
They finally 80t a rough layer of
.M.S_.n. laid, and left the rollers on
our property.” My brother and I
found where they

having their afternoon nap.

. Then one day some dillerent-look-
ing Qa:_._::n_: came  lumbering
along the road, stopped, rolled ol
the hard surface down a steep grade

._.:.ﬁﬂ and showed some interest in why
‘they” “They're startin
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stood spellbound 4 the end of (e
cn:._n__ bent slowly toward (),e earth,

“There is the SPOt to dig your
well,” he said. | remember whyg ,
thrill it was when he let me hold (e
branch ang | actually felt (he pull of
the earth, Sheer magic. My father

and brothers stare digging immeq;. |

ately, In g
became
gradually

very short (ime the ear)y
Soggy muck, thep willer
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water in the new well, long alier' (e
barn well wen dry. When we didn’,
need the wel) any longer, my father
=:m; it with rocks so no person or
animal could fall into .

What I couldn’; understand was:
why was my father standing idly by,
watching the men from the State dig
a tunnel there, 5o close to the very

father’s was S‘m:_,:m Use

Seep into the hole, |
All that summey there was Plenty of |
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cow?” “They didw’t ask . . »

spot where just the year hefore the
willow branch had found us a spring?
*When I tried to question my [ather,
he said, “They're supposed to know
what they're doing. They chose the
spot. I didn't.”

All the kids in the neighborhood
and some of the men gathered to
watch. I felt very important. The
huge shovel lifted an amazing
amount of earth the first day. Men
rushed .around building forms to
hold up the road. A cement mixer
joined the other Iy Avy equipment,
Such noise and activity!

They quit work around noon on
Saturday, and that afternoon it
started to rain, It rained all night,
and most of Sunday. On Monday
morning when the men came back
to work, there was about a foot of
water in the tunnel,

“You must have had a cloudburst
down here,” one of the men said to
my father. I'm sure my father knew
that most of that water didn't come
from the sky. “Well, we'll just have
to get a pump,” the man said. Then
I heard him exclaim, “Good God,
what the hell’s happened herel” we
went to the other side of the road

Py

where the big digger was, and one
side of it was about a foot down in
the mud. Soon another big piece of
machinery came lumbering along the
road. It was a huge crane. It groaned
and shuddered as it tried to lift the
hind end of the digger out of the
mud. All day long the men ran
around shouting orders to one an.
other, and the crane tried time and
again to move the digger. The men
were up to their knees in muck. All
the time the pump was gushing water
to the drier side of the road.

At the end of the day the tunnel
was almost [ree of water, and the big
crane looked exhausted. The next
morning another crane arrived, and
the two of them managed to get the
digger out of the mud. A cheer went
up from the crowd. Then someone
shouted, “Look! The tunnel’s full of
water again.” They started the pump,
and it gushed away all day long.
When the men came back the next
morning, they shook their heads
when they saw the tunnel with at
least a foot of water in it. They
started the pump again—and this
time they kept it going all night. As

(continued on page 127)
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£ lay in bed I could hear its steady
i d,ugging, like a heartbeat.
y  The next morning when the men
#ame to work, the boss said, “"Now
* that's more like it. Now we can finish
*the cementing.” The tunnel was dry.
. They worked really hard all day.
“The cement mixer whirled around,
rrucks came and went, children
" dashed up and down the banking. At
athe end of the day the boss said, "Tell
our father his cow-pass is finished.
~We'll be back in the morning to get
the eqmpmenl."

Early the next morning the men
arrived. From the house we could see
them standing in a sort of semi-
circle, looking down into the tunnel,
like people looking into a new grave.
We ran, and got there before my
father. The engineer looked up and
aaid to my father, "Goddammit, Mr.
Swanson, you'll just have to teach
your cows to swim.” They didn’t
start the pump or anything: just
started up the engines and left.

No cow ever used the cow-pass.
The only animal that did. that 1
know of, was our Newfoundland dog.
He loved to swim, and we children
;would watch him start on one side
:of the road and come out dripping
wet on the other. The following year,

the water became sort of scummy,
s and frogs took over the tunnel.
ﬁ' Last summer as my brother-in-law
4was heading towards Boston along
Route 53, he saw several men and a
facement mixer stationed near the old
ji;cow-pass. He stopped and asked them
P:what they were doing there, and they
‘answered, "We're going to fix up this
old cow-pass. It's one of the few left
In New England, and they say it has
historical value.” How many more
ours they spent on it I have no idea.
do know that if they had paid my
ther somewhere near what he
Wanted for his land, the State would
ve saved itself a lot of money. ¢ ¢
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Gentle Tinkling
Quiet, Meditative
Sound
Outside The Window /

Owls bhere, a plucky httle
familv of 8 Crafted in cop- —
pery  colored  steel, metal-
wired to withstand the gusts
of summer rainstorms, sway
quite softly in the summer
breeze. Porches, patios, I-
sides—thev'll live anywhere.
And gently please. 1812 7L.
And just $2.95. Postpaid to
fiy to you

Money -Nack Guerantee
Sald In Our Stores
Pleasc Include Eip

Send 25¢ for 72 pg. tolor
eatalog, over 1200 items.
Country Pine Furniture,
Home Atcessories,
Unigue Gifts.

YIELD IHOUSE
Dept. Y5.3T, K. Conway, H.H. 03860

for FATHER'S D
MHis favorite fish sits,
loving cup on this b

e
to be en-
graved and spec fish deslr-
ed: Flounae
moutn Bass-Tun
Send Check. Money
use BANKAMERIC
Card NO. iiiemmiesisrsnsnsnsnsaarsnsssn
Expiration date . ...ceeceesarsrrssss
STONECLIFFE, LTD. Dept. P
Box 3507, Cranston, Rhode Island 02910
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Pillow To Stitch
This beautiful crewel
stitchery kit, worked in
a rainbow of 22 vivid
floral colors, will com-
plement any color
scheme, Kit to make
this 16" knife edge pil-
low includes stamped
natural linen pillow tep
an¢ back, crewel wool. zipper, piping, needle and
simale instructions. $5.95 plus 60¢ pstg. ea. No
COD's. (Mass. res. add 3% tax.)

Send 25¢ for our new 24 page Soring
art needlewsrk eatalog wilh ever 200 Items
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n
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